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vehemently, perhaps, for I was reported. My defence was
brief and to the point. In the first place, if the sergeant
had had the safety-catch of his rifle down, which he most
certainly should have had, the gun would not have gone
off. Secondly, it was hardly likely that I would have been
standing behind him near enough to jog his arm. After
all, he was a sergeant and not a recruit at shooting practice
needing his stance adjusted. The argument was water-
tight and held good. I was acquitted, and the sergeant was
rewarded by being reduced to the ranks.
Early in the New Year we received orders to transfer
ourselves to Jubbulpore in, the Central Provinces. The
battery stationed there was going home on leave. We
were to replace them, and we in turn were to be replaced
by new-comers from England. We were all taking over
each other's gun and equipment in this military general
post.
Apart from its civilian population, Jubbulpore is an
important garrison town, while nearby is the largest gun-
carriage factory in India. At the time of our arrival the
Royal Fusiliers and the Gheshires were both stationed there.
Not far from Jubbulpore is Lecknemdom, another practice
range, and we were soon on our way to camp there. The
reader will not be surprised to hear that I had developed an
almost uncanny fear of artillery practice camps, but cir-
cumstances beyond our control saw to it that not a shot was
fired at Lecknemdom.
It was only three days* march, and on the second day out
I asked permission to precede the battery on foot. I felt
that in the daytime I should be safe from the adventures that
befell me during our march to Bangalore, It was a beautiful
morning, and, cutting myself a sticlf, I walked jauntily along,
the road.
Once more I sat down to rest on a bridge spanning a?
culvert, and once more I saw those green eyes staring up
at me. I put my hand in my pocket and brought out a
revolver. Though I did not kfcow it at the time, this was
against all regulations. I had bought it in Manchester
and there was a terrific fuss about getting a licence fctf it*